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lie raarke no words that fmoothfac'd wooers fay. 
Con?e when the King doth to my Ladie come : 
Then if I haue much loue, lie giue you fome, 

T>um. He fcrue thee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath. Yet fwearc not, leatt yc be forfworne ageni 

Lon. What faies Maria} 

Mart. Atthetweluemonthsend, 
He change my blacke Go wne, for a faithfull friend. 

Lon. lie foy with patience: but the time is long. 

Man. The liker you, few taller are fo yong. 

Ber. Studies my Ladie? Miftreffe,looke on mc, 
Behold the window of my heart^mine eie : 
What humble fuitc attends thy anfwer there, 
Impofe fome feruice on mc for ray loue. 

Rof Oft haue I heard of you my Lord TSerowne, 
Before I faw you : and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you for a man repleate with mockes, 
Full of comparifons, and wounding fioutes : 
Which you on all cftates will execute, 
That lie within the mercic of your wit* 
To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine. 
And therewithall to win me, if you pleafe, 
Without the which I am not to be won : 
You {hall this tweluemonth tcrme from clay to day, 
Vifite the fpeechlefle ficke, and ftill conuerfe 
With groaning wretches : and your caske fhali be, 
With all the fierce endeuour of your wit, 
To enforce the pained impotent to fmile. 

Ber.To moue wilde laughter in the throate of death ? 
It cannot be, it is impoflible. 
Mirth cannot moue a fouie in agonie* 

Rof, Why that's the way to choke a gibing fpirit, 
Whofe influence is begot of that loofc grace, 
Which fliallow laughing hearers giue to foolcs : 
A iefts profperitie, lies in the eare 
Of him that heares it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if fickly eares, 
Deaft witnthe clamors of their owncdeare grones, 
Will hcare your idle fcomes; continue then, 
And I will haue you, and that fault withalh 
But if they will not, throw away thac fpirit, 
And 1 (hal finde you emptie of that fault. 
Right ioy full of yout reformation . 

Ber. Atweluemon h? Well : befall what will befall, 
He ieft a tweluemonth in an Hofpitall. 

£)u. I fweet my Lotd>and fo I take my leaue. 

King. No Madara,we will bring you on your way, 

Ber. Our woing doth not end like an old Play: 
lacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies courtcfic 
Might wel haue made our fport a Ccmedie. 

Km. Come fir, it wants a tweluemonth and a day, 
And then 'twil end. 

"Ber, That's too long for a play. 

Enter "Braggart. 
"Brag. Sweet M ai c fly vouch fafe me. j 
Qu. Was not that Hedof ? 
Dam. The worthie Knight of Troy* 
'Brag. I wilkiffe thy royal finger,and take leaue, 
1 am a Votarie, I haue vow'd to Iaquenetta to holdc the 


LomLd m'siofi. 


Plough tor her fwect loue three yeares. BuT^T . 
mcd greatneffe.wil you heare theDialogue that tK 
^earned men haue compiled, in praife of the Owl * 
the Cuckow? It fliould haue followed in the end £ J 
mew. " u vtc 

Kin. Call them forth quickely,we will do f 0 
Brag. Holla, Approach. 

Sntertll. 
This fide is Hiems, Winter. 
Thisfwjthe Spring: the one maintained bvtUr* ■ 
Th'otherbythcC^ckow. Y ° Wle > 

Ver, begin. 

The Song. 

When Dafies pied, and Violets blew, 
And Cuckow-buds ofyellow hew : 
And Ladle- fmockes all filuer white, 
Do paint the Medowcs with delight. 
The Cuckow then on cuerie tree, 
Mockes married mcn 2 for thus fings he, 
Cuckow, 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare, 
Vnplcafing to a married eare. 

When Shephcards pipe on Oaten ftrawes, 
And merric Larkes arc Ploughmcns clockes : 
When Turtles tread, and Rookes and Dawes 
And Maidens bleach their fummer fmockes ; ' 
The Cuckow then on cuerie tree 
Mockes married men ; for thus fings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare, 
Vnplcafing to a married eare. 

Winter. 

When Ificles hang by the wall, 
And Dicke the Sphepheard blowes his naile • 
And Tom beares Logges into the hall, 
And Milke comes froz.cn home in paile : 
When blood is nipt, and waits be fowle, 
Then nightly fings the ttaring Owlc 
Tu-whit to-who. . 
A merric note, 

While gteafie lone doth keele the pot. 

When all aloud the winde doth blow, 
And coifing drownes the Parfons faw : 
And birds fie brooding in the fnow, 
And Marr i ans nofe lookes red and raw : 
When roafted Crabs hiflc in the bowle, 
Then nightly fings the flaring Owle, 
Tu-whit fb who: 
A merrie note, 

While greafie lone doth kcclc the pot. 

Brag. The Words of Mcrcurie, 
Are harfti after the longs of Apollo : 
You that way; wc this way. 

Exeunt omnes. 


FINIS. 


For research use only. All rights reserved. 


A 


MIDSOMMER 

Nights Dreame. 


qtJHm primus. 



Enter Thzfeus, Hifpoltta.mth others. 
Thefeus. 

OwfaireHippolita,ournuptiall houre 
I o Drawes on apace: foure happy daies bring in 
If Another Moombut oh,me thinkes,how flow 
* This old Moon wanes $ She lingers my defires 
Like to a Step~dame,or a Dowager, 
Lone withering out a yong mans reuennew. # 

/Lfoure daies wil quickly fteep thcfelues in nights 
Fourc nights wil quickly dreame away the time: 
And then the Moone, like to a filuer bow, 
Now bent in bcauen, fhal behold the night 
Ofourfolemnitics. 

The. Go Philejh •ate , 
Stirrevp the Athenian youth to merriments, ! 
Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mi'th, 
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: 
The pale companion is not for our pompe, 
Hippolita, I woo d thee with my fword, 
And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries : 
But I will wed thee in another key, 
With pompe, with triumph, and with fcuclling. 

Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermza, Lyfandcr, 

and Demetrius. 
Ige. Happy be Thefeus, our renowned Duke. 
7fo.Thanks good ig** /:what's the news with thee ? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint 
Againft my childe, my daughter Hcrmia. 

St and forth Dometrius . 
My Noble Lord, 

This man hath my confent to marrie her. 

St and forth Lyfander, 
And my gracious Duke, 

This man hath bevfcitch'd the bofomc of my childe: 
Thou, thou Lyfander, thou haft giuen her rimers, 
And intcrchang'd louc-toketis with my childe*: 
Thou haft by Moone-light at her Vvindow fung, 
WUh faining voice, verfes of faining loue, 
And ftolne the imjSreflion of her fantafic, ' ■ T 
Withbracelcts of thy hair e; ripgs,gawdes; conceits, 
Knackcs,tnfles,Nofe-gaics,fweetmicat3(meirengers | 
Of ftrong preuailrpw in vnhardned y&uth) 


With cunning haft thou filch'd my daughters heart, 

Turn'd her obedience (which is due to me) 

To ftubborne harrhnefle. And my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo (he will not heerc before your Grace, 

Confent to marric with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient priuiledge of Athens ; 

As fee is mine, I may difpofe of her ; 

Which (hall be cither to this Gentleman, 

Or to her death, according to our Law; 

Immediately prouided in that cafe. .. 

The. WhatfayyouHermiaP beaduis'dfaire Maide ; 
To you vour Father fliould be as a God ; 

One that compos'd your beauties; yea and one 
To whom you are but as a forme in waxe 

By him imprinted : and within his power, 
To leaue the figure, or disfigure it: 

Demctrius'mwcxxhy Gentleman. 
Her. So is Lyfander. 
The. Inhimfclfcheis* 

But in this kmde, wanting your fathers voyce. 

The other muft be held the worthier. 

Her. I would my father iook'd but with my eyes. 
Tfo.Ratheryour cies muft with his iudgment lookc. 
Her. I do entreat your Graceto pardon mc 

I know not by what power I am made bold, 

Nor how it may concerne my mo deft ie 

•In fuch a prefence hecre to pleadc my thoughts 5 

But I befeech your Grace, that I may know 

The worft that may befall mc in this cafe, 

if I refufe to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to dye the death, or to abiurc 

For cuer thefocicty of men. 

Therefore faire Hermia queftion your defires^ 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 

Whether (if you yecld not to your fathers choice) 

You can endure the liuerie of a Nunne, 

ForayetobcinChadyCloiftcrmewM, , 

Toliue a barren fifter all your life, 

Chanting faint hymnes to the cold fruitlefl'eMooh€ f 

Thrice blcffed they that mafter fo their blood, 

To vndergo fuch maiden pilgrimage, 

But earthlierhappie is the Rofe diftil'dj 

Then that which withering on the virgin thorne ? 

Growcs,liiies,and dies, in finglc blcffedneffe, 

»N tter^ 


